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expression of emotion of joy by the original inventor I had at least learned to keep silent and only 

of the pie which made that pie already a work of watched her. She was pleased. I am tempted to say 

Art and the pie-maker an artist. she was transfigured, becoming again her normal, 

"Finally, as your pie was not only an avenue for seductive feminine self, or that she was chemically 

the expression of your own emotions but aroused our changed back to the woman who wins by that mystic 

emotions by its super-excellence, and also by its amalgamation of chemistry and spirit. And in this 

unusual and individual taste, it is doubly a work state she said with that way of woman that thrills : 

of art, and so puts you truly in the class of artists "Perhaps it was a good pie." 

—culinary artists, if you will." She had the last word. 

Philip Robert Dillon 



BEYOND 

Colossal orb of space, 

Sparkling with diamond 

Of countless star on star, 

All whirling with wild grace 

In their enwoven dance 

inimitably far — 

What lies beyond 

Your vastly hollow girdled by that bright 

River of stellar spray 

We call the Milky Way? 

Immeasurable ball, 

Compassed and clasped in light, 

Can you be all 

A flock of fireflies circling in the night, 

A maze of jewels that the toss of Chance 

Let fall, 

Sun, planet, asteroid. 

One globe of glories in the utter void ? 

What lies beyond? 
Does the sheer Dark immerse 
Infinity, drowning the last faint gold 
Of fleeting comets, lost and vagabond? 
Or is this astral universe, 
All that our utmost vision may behold, 
But one amidst a host of star-strewn spheres, 
Each zoned with its own stream 
Of softer gleam. 

Perchance each dow«red with wonder, love and 
tears? 

What lies beyond? 

The puny human heart still stirs 

Against those flaming barriers, 

That proud, impenetrable dome 

Of fire and ether, seeking for a home, 

A Soul that shall respond 

To all its questions, longings and despairs. 

Is space but raiment that the Spirit wears, 

A gem-embroidered mantle to conceal 

And yet reveal 

In splendors of surprise 

Beauty ineffable, 

Immanuel? 

Or shall we rise, 

Higher than dream of Dante ever trod 

From star to star, from empyrean on 

To empyrean, till the sun that shone 

Over our vexed mortality be wan. 

Through life on life, eternal range 

From form to form, from change to change, 

To find the Unknown God? 

Katherine Lee Bates 



